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real petit point. There were innumerable bronzes and Sevres
china ornaments and figures. There were gaps on the walls
where the best pictures (Corots chiefly) had been removed to
museums. Rosa Bonheur lions, late Victorian family portraits
and others had been left. A drawing-room ceiling was blatantly
painted by Flameng. The general effect, although vulgar, was
sumptuous and comfortable.
The house was under the control and management of a
commandant, a kind of male official housekeeper, a pale
wan aristocratic Pole, who waved his hands about in Aubrey
Beardsley attitudes. The room that was appointed to me was
next to the ballroom. The walls were covered with green
damask; there was a French carved-wood bed with fine hand-
embroidered linen—monogrammed. Adjoining was a big
bathroom with marble wash-basins. The bath water was
heated once a week.
Here Kameneff left me ; he said he would telephone to find
out how I was getting on, and promised no delay in finding me
a studio so that I could begin to work. Zinoviev would sit to
me as soon as things were ready. Zinoviev I concluded was
worth doing, as Kameneff seemed to think so, but until I had
done Lenin I decided I would not return to England. If I never
did Lenin I never would return! Kameneff said I must be
patient, but patience is a quality I do not know.
That evening, when I went to the big long dining-room for
supper, everyone stared, for new-comers were rare. A
foreigner, especially a woman, aroused curiosity. It was
supposed I was a journalist. An American received me as if
the house were his and I his guest; he sat at the top of the table.
Russian officials sat at variously spaced distances as if preferring
to be alone like Englishmen at a country-house breakfast.
Those that said least looked hardest. There was a little Jew
called Rothstein who had been expelled from England. He
sustained a perpetually bright conversation until cut short by
the American, who hated to listen and liked to talk about Los
Angeles, In reply to questions about myself my explanations
drew forth the usual sceptical smiles. I felt as when I left
home to start life in my studio and could not convince anyone
that I was capable of making good.

